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WHEN DRAWN BY intellectual clods into the intellectual clouds 


of a discussion on the latest campus scandal, Professor Derek 
Traherne said he had not heard about it. 


Commented Sharp of Romantic Literature and (formerly) 

of Yale, “It’s been in the papers for weeks!” 
“Qld Derek,” added Mr. Lance of American Fiction, 
“never reads anything that isn’t five hundred years old.” 
Traherne smiled over a leaden argument in The Journal 
of Middle English Philology while delicately shading the calf 
muscle of a female leg in the margin. He blinked several 
times through the window glass of his ny iron-rimmed spec- 
tacles as the sordid tale unfolded: A graying Psychology pro- 
fessor had stolen out once from the pink-sheeted palace of 
his marriage and had recently confessed to the now visible 
altering of the outlook of one of his blonder protegées. His 
wife and innumerable children were standing by him, but 
this careless and rapidly aging Romeo was now beset by 
phony accusations from many other daddy-seeking darlings. 
“A terrible terrible thing!” Traherne said gravely to 17 th 
Century O'Hearn, who replied by expounding on the many 

risks of “fooling around with Jailbait.” 


“What do you mean by that?” 
“What?” 


“Jailbait.” 


Oh come on Professor Traherne!” 
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“No, really, I... . I can't place the term.” Traherne knew 
how to color when the collective manly gaze of the English 
Department turned on him. “Forget it,” he stammered. 

O’Hearn and Lance would not forget, and persisted in 
oblique hints toward Traherne’s masculinity during a dis- 
cussion of “Rococco Sensibility.” (Whatever the hell that is, 
mused Derek.) They were not very subtle hints to Derek, 
but typical “litre” efforts to wring a dwarf with from the 


bones of literature, and he felt embarrassed for English 
Literature. 


O’Hearn and Lance were classed by the professor as “Two- 
Drinkers,” which is not as Puritanic as it sounds, but merely 
means each was considerably more foolish after two drinks of 
any kind. Their wives were “softs.” Softs are noted, in the 
professor's system, as women upon whom a warm breath acts 
like an aphrodisiac. Most two-drinkers had softs for wives. 
Strangely though, the wife of no-drinks Hofferman of Modern 
Drama was a “middler.” Thus, like many great theories, the 
system wasn’t completely logical. Middlers required pur- 
suing, which, among teacups and poetry readings, Professor 
Traherne was willing to do, Hofferman now buttonholed 
him, causing a bursting thigh to go unfinished. Hofferman, an — 
avowed Freudian, made his points by sticking a finger into 


Derek's ribs, “Poetic justice!” thought (continued on page 14) 


PROFESSOR’S TALE (continued) 
Derek, as Sigmund’s disciple droned and 
punched on “trawwww-ma.” 

Derek ended an argument with the 
punishing Hofferman with a statement 
which had no real meaning, but just a 
nice cadence: “This country is money 
and breast obsessed; women are Une 
dressed leaving busses.” He got his ten 
year old black overcoat and brimmed-up 
black hat from the cloakroom, and again 
passed Hofferman to reach the door. 
“Goodbye Gerhardt, we'll continue this 
sex-complex conversation again.” 

“Why don’t you come to supper next 
week? Gretchen would like to know more 


about Italy.” 
“T'll be happy to take up where I left 


her, give you a call.” 

Too obvious, too obvious, I'm begin- 
ning to think like a two-drinker, Let's 
see, let's see, something richer, like How’s 
Gretchen and her libidual cathex? — his 
own ground. No, No, that’s not at all 
funny. Something around ... the Lean- 
ing Tower? Oh you bastard Traherne. 


But Derek had to admit that wasn’t very 
funny either. His mind couldn’t play 
with anything in the old way since a 
muscle twitched in Mary Finnegan’s leg 
in Chaucer 2. He was reading the begin- 
ning of the Canterbury.Tales when.a.sun 
shaft made golden the thousand tiny 
pebbles of richest oil that attested to the 
ripe and bursting health of her crossed 
leg. 

“Whan that April... OOOEEEAHH|” 
The kids wrote this last in their note- 
books as an authentic Middle English 
pronunciation, and Derek went shakily 
on, being careful to look no lower than 
the frowzy heads of the intent coeds. This 
time it had begun with legs. He was be- 
coming a new erotic. 

The concrete barrels which served as 
Greek Pillars for the “modern” audi- 
torium began to twitch in the evening 

z Oooeeahh!” he whispered, and two 
y coeds in turned-over tennis sneak- 

soked back at the ‘must be some 

He tried to analyze his new 

c state while walking against various 

pas cars. One thing was certain: Fac- 

ulty wives could no longer fill the gap, 

and he was perilously close to coeds, to 

one coed anyway—and like his old AA 

friends, he couldn't stop with one. Be- 

sides, his drink counting, warm breath 

excitation, and cultural pursuits were un- 

tested in this touchy and possibly im- 
psoning area, 

A short red-headed man, an obvious 
ewo-dsinker, was waiting in the office he 
shared with Harry Mix, (Harry's wife 


was a Physical 


5 iY - 
Oucanion Instructor and 


4 


a “hard,” though certain doubts of a 
technical nature—obscured by a Scotch- 
seeded cloud—existed as to her being 
ranked as an advanced middler.) 

Derek looked a ‘who are you?’ question 
at his staring guest, and immediately 
classed him as a man in “business,” who 
would “get down to brass tacks.” 

“I’m George Finnegan, Mary’s father.” 

“Ah yes... she of the twitching leg.” 
He swallowed this last part. Finnegan 
looked ready to get down to brass tacks, 
but he merely stared over Derek's gray 
crew cut to a bust of a one-eyed Shake- 
speare, victim of Janitor Carl's high-el- 
bowed broom technique. Downstairs, 
Rats Piscatelli, the department secretary, 
was shaking the timbers of the old 
wooden building in a mad orgy of type- 
writing. She stopped, obviously an error. 
“Rats,” she said through the timbers, and 
began in low. Derek thought he could 
pick out “Rococco Sensibility,” which 
told him Rats was cutting a stencil of a 
test for one of the “progressive,” “avant- 
garde,” or “two-drink” faculty. Finnegan 
was staring down Shakespeare, and not 
yet tacking down to brass, but only to 
weather, “Beautiful day.” 

“Lovely.” 

“The drive up was gorgeous.” 

“Beautiful.” 

“Doctor Traherne, let’s get down to 
cases,” (Damn! thought Derek.) “down 
to brass tacks.” Derek smiled at Shake- 
speare, who looked slightly hung over. 

“My daughter has your Chaucer 
course.” 

“At the present, yes.” 

“You're now reading the Canterbury 
Tales.” 

“That is correct.” 

“The Canterbury Tales range from ob- 
scene to religious.” —this to one-eyed 
William. 

“Right again!” Derek shouted to gain 
the syrupy gray eyes. 

“My daughter read me one in some 
foolish dialect about a woman who got 
mixed-up with a young man in a tree; 
I believe it is the Wife of London’s Tale.” 
(Chaucer called it the Merchant's Tale; 
Finnegan is thinking of the Wife of 
Bath.) 

“Her’s or another tail, I can’t remem- 
ber which,” 

“Doc, we're both men, we've been 
around, This sort of stuff can’t hurt us, 
but Mary is only nineteen.” 

“As are most of the rest of the girls.” 

“Well most of the other girls don’t 
know their father (‘very sage’) like Mary 
knows me, and their fathers don’t have 
the PFOpEr perspective of their responsi- 
bilities in these matters,” Finnegan's ears 


now blinked red, and emitted a steady 
glow with: ; 

“Doc, her mother had tendencies.” 

Derek clamped down on his tongue till 
his eyes threatened to fire into a print 
of Nude Descending Staircase. He finally 
relieved himself with a gurgling cough 
into his cigar draw. “Would you like a 
cigar, Mr. Finnegan ..- - George?” 

“I, ah, yes, ah, thank you.” Finnegan 
looked at Traherne suspiciously, for pro- 
fessors are supposed to smoke pipes. 

Another silence, but without type 
writer. Derek kicked the beam to his 
right in hopes Piscatelli had her ear to it. 
He was right, for the typing began furi- 
ously. Finnegan had resumed with Shake- 
speare. ‘I met Mary’s mother when I was 
at Colby; she was a farmer's daughter.” 

“UGH UGH UGH UGH, excuse me 


A case f 


_. terrible... spells - - - UGH ...and 
what, ah where did she tend to?” 
“Pardon?” 


“where is she now?” 
“J have no idea.” 


none either. 
“Mr. Finnegan!” Derek shouted, “do 


11 want Mary to drop Chaucer?” 

“No, 1 don’t think that is necessary, 
but if you could give me a list of tales 
like the Bride of London’s—you better 
see a Doctor, you're actually trembling 
_1 want to cut them out of her copy, and 
ask you the favor not to test her on those 


sections.” 
“George, I don’t believe in what you're 


doing, but I’d fight for your right to do 
it, and I won’t test her on anything like 
that.” Derek took an index card and @ 


listed the tales “Objectionable”, begin. ™ 
ning with the “Virgin of Bath” He 
handed it to Finnegan, who, after a 
“Derek-George” handshake, tacked his ; 
brassy way downstairs and past the thin 
eyes and sonar ears of Miss Piscatelli. 
Derek danced a few sensual steps over 
to the bookcase and took down a pub © 
lisher’s complimentary copy of The Gan-~ 
terbury Tales. “Cha, Cha, Cha,” he sang 
to the unconcerned bust. 
“Tendencies huh!” snipped Piscatelli” 
as he came back later for the briefcase he ~ 
had purposefully forgotten. “Tendencies, _ 
hey absent-minded professor? I couldn't ~ 
help hearing.” 
“I have no idea what the man mez 
“You wouldn’t, professor!” 
Nicely done, Nicely done, 
little anecdote of my naive, un-sexual .. 
ah . . . tendencies, to be carried to all. 
secretaries in all the departments 
college, Another hedge against possi 
assassination. “Cha, Cha, Ch 
“But I have a copy of thea 
(continued on : 
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5 goFESsOR'S TALE ( continued) 
“your father is going to clip some; I 
want you to keep this one in your room.” 
“He's a bird dog!” 
“Pe may be a bird dog, but he's still 
our father, and you must respect his 
wishes when you're off campus.” 
ce “He's a bird dog, 1 mean these stories 
so, are not dirty, are they Derek? 1 mean 
they're life!” She said lie-oof, from a deep 
throat. (Too many Garbo movies.) 
She called me Derek. “well life, of 
course, they +++ Chaucer tries to. .” The 


only distinct thing in the churning room 
lipstick whirling around 


. was her smeary 
= her taut leg, which she NOW relaxed lig- 
= uidly in a shaft of sunlight, then twitched 
ay slightly. : 
S The room came back to horizontal and 


Derek had the presence to kick the beam. 
“Pell, let's look, where were we?” He 
sprung up to study the jumping titles in 
the bookcase—Freshman Composition by 
John Milton. He turned to tell her that 
he had a Class now, but she stood below © 
him—her ballerinas pointing 90 degrees, 
her pony tail swinging with passion, i 
eyes like glazed cookies. Derek followed 
the out-of-time heaving of each breast 
with each of his straining eyes. (Extra- 
ordinary! he thought.) 

‘Derek, I know!” 

“Know whai?” 

“The way you've been looking at me 
all semester—any girl, any woooh-man 
would know!” 

“You misread my gaze.” 

“Derr-rock, Derr-rock!” (Garbo again.) 

“Mary, for God's sakes, this is lioof, not 
the movies.” 

“Derr-rrr-rock!” 

“Now see here, young lady,”—gaining 
control—‘““Mary I don’t want to hurt you 
but you're having a traumafixationcom- 
plex. It’s natural to fall in love... - 


teacher . . - father 
with poking Hofferma 
tive.) She dissolved 
they went round the room like 
ish Angel and the Masked Marvel in @ 
death-lock dance to 4 slow drum. 
é “Rats, Rats, Rats, she'll hear!” His 
4 swivel chair went rolling against the wall 
along with waves of desire, “RATS, 
ARE YOU WORKING ON MY 
EXAM?” Tick, tick a tick a tick tick tick 
DING “ChaChaCha!” tick a tick» +> 3 
am your slay-yuye,” whispered Derek. At 
the final bell, Piscatelli couldn't make 
out the whispers. 
The fact that all o 
ing the basket by at 
concern Derek. He wa 
the other end of the ca 
Mix, who would romp in wi 


f his shots were miss- 
least five feet didn't 
5 waiting to light 
ndle with “Hard” 


ape it, 1961 


ee 


odern Dancing Class at 


was wearing sweat pants 
It was 


rhinos of her M 


any moment. He 
and a Dartmouth sweatshirt. 
mystique—his air of 


another part of his 

continental mystery—to let the girls think 
he had been a great athlete at Dartmouth 
before going t Europe. Like the story 
of the great love affair with the Countess 
who ultimately died of gin and bed, gin 
bed—depending on the 
ed to, Such stories were 
faculty. He readied a 
back of the foul line, 
rd began to shake 
Jard in leo- 


virgin you listen 
laughed off by the 
push shot from in 
but the glass backboa 
heralding the arrival of the 
tards. 

GOORUMPH GOORUMPH GOOR- 
UMPH GOORUMPH — Onward the 
Light Brigade! Mary was with them. 
“What are you doing in this course?” as 
he plucked her from the stampede. 

us just enrolled, my counselor says it 
gives a girl grace.” 

“Well every girl needs a period of 
that.” 

“Well Dare Dahl-eeng, (a little Hep- 
burn) “here comes F. A. Mix, so I'll be 
slinking off.” He eyed her inverted leo- 
tard heart as it bounced away in the rhy- 

thm of her heaving yesterday breasts. 

“QOOEEEAHH!” As each eye drunk 
in half a heart. 

“What are you doing here you fool?” 

“I’ve come to clear up 4 technical 
question.” 

“Gir-ulls, do the basic ex-cer-cize-zes.”” 

She stood up when giving this order 
and Derek was puzzled by a looseness in 
the seat of her leotard. He pulled it—it 
was her. “OOOO! you damn fool!” rub- 
bing her knee for the benefit of the pos- 

turing dummies. 

“Did I offend your Rococco Sensibil- 
ity?” (Pitching rather high to Physical 
Education.) She sat next to him making 
furious nonsense notes on a clipboard. 

“’m glad you came, it’s time for an 
understanding.” (You could never trust 
a hard.) : 

“Does Harry (1,2,3.4 suspect (1,2,3) 
anything?” (Delicious if they could only 
make a tape recording of the mind, and 

ese dramatically weighted 


preserve th 

pauses.) His tendency to go 

“Harry would be the last to suspect luckily led him to the 
' (He could turned on the cold wa’ 


anything about anything.’ 


never compete 


rippling over. Bru-thur!) 

nt a ess to suspect you at that —_ other side of 

faculty dance, when you chased after among those, 

Gretchen Hofferman, and then later, of things clea 
loose after that 


course, 


Scotch.” Twin electrod 


ears and the girls’ idiot postures screw 


out of focus. 


with a hard.) Mary was 


es buzzed in his 


“what brought this 

“J had you investiga’ 
ing dummies sli 
ing of heather and rusty © : 
the ceiling lights were flashing castinets 
in a Spanish nightmare. “you attended 
twelve universities and you never got a 


degree, yOu « 
“1 came here as 4 full 


your always passed-over 
huh!” 
Springfield Mass- 


. “You were born in 
achusetts ..«” 

other and father.” 
Cas-ter-reellio or 


oe 


“1 had an Italian m 
“Your real name is 
something and...” 


“Wait! let me tell it.” The dummies 


father owned a fruit 
ward. Both folks 
en. 1 took my in- 
nd, and enrolled 


in Oxford. I was 
hassle and expelled. J’m sterile, but I 
paid. Ah... well. - imi 

stories across Europe for 
in which I picked up 4 fair 
addition to a few minor di 

“And Japan?” 

“That was only six weeks. Ir 
only a fuss in a Public Bath, 
raw fish with a toothless we 
Police Station, the Ame! ica 
dor, and Grace Lines. Then 
_and the scholarly writin: 


about ten yeaTs, 
education in — 


” 
em 


2 


nal 


“At the end of the semes 
“Better tonight, Harry c 
classes.” A drop of sweat sie 
his back. “Nothing perso 
business is business.” 
“Speaking of business, | 
have another date?” 
“What!” : 
“Sort of hair-of-the-dog- 
“No, No, no reason 


en 


goodbye, doesn’t it” 
Mary Finnegan was 

locker room, and he pa 
warm brush of his eyes. 
been fun, fun!” 


he got anyway with 
spriteing Om the § 


PROFESSOR'S TALE (continued) 
her sweet singing sorority sisters, how- 
ver wide, and ponderous on their arches, 
and from college life and weekend dates, 
and sportscars, and football games, and 
back-Buick Valentinas, and all the rest of 
that flapdoodie from the films of the 
thirties featuring Joe E. Brown and 1000 
beautiful coeds who backslid their way 
into homeplate. He had no right to de- 
ptive her of li-oof; he was a cad followed 
by threatening letters in tight little, hot 
little handwritings. She was young, fresh, 

(He almost thought flesh.) and had all of 

li-cof ahead. He must sacrifice her, Yes, 

he will. He'll take her! His brain now 
turned with cold wheels of reason. First— 
the car. 

The “townie's" size fifteens come rolling 
out, attached to greasy overalls, a greasy 
T shirt, and an orange head—like a rag 
mop with a dirty handle, or a river of 
grease running into a rust spot, or an 
albino that had been left to die in the 
desert. Derek couldn’t decide which, ‘I 
saw your ad in the newspaper.” 

Orangehead twisted his mouth so his 

false bass seemed to come from his right 
ear. “I was just adjusting the Scarlicking 
Pins.” 

“What kind of a car is this?” 

“It started as a '388 Ford, but its got 
Bissering Shocks, a Gimbo Cam, Skelly 
Fluttering Butterflys, A Chrysler steering 
wheel, and a FM Radio that plays the 
music in cubes. (This one had been go- 
ing around the Tech High School.) Also 
a Mercury...” 

“What do you want for it?” 

“Six hundred.” 

“Six hundred dollars!” 

“You can get anything in town with 
this car,” 

Derek read the obscene stickers on the 
windshield and said, “You need the 
money to get married 1 suppose.” 

“Say, everybody must know.” 

“Is your wife one of the college girls?” 

“Yeah,” 

“That would make this (He slapped 
the door.) a cradle of democracy, al- 


though I'm sure she didn't have much of 
a vote,” 


“Whaaa—?” 
“Five hundred bucks 
Prete , Cash on the louy- 


“Well, I don’t know 
niture,” > WE gotta buy fur- 


“OK, OK, your Price,” 


I'm 7 
Mary from this, from the ‘ pate 


ikes of this 


a hollowed out 
Anatomy of Melancholy, 
how Counted out the fy 
victim of the oldest drag 


Copy of The 
from which he 
miture for the 
Tace in Nature, 


dB 


2... 


BaasaaROOOOM! “Why does this 


make so much noise?” vin 
“Icll...minety ...mo sweat... 41s 


lips slid almost mutely against the gaso- 
line fumes, Derek pulled away; he 
guessed they were Las Vegas Mufflers or 
something. He drove around town ull 
dark. Then to the college, up to his apart- 
ment to seize the two grips he had packed 
after basketball, then barrel down the 
stairs like thunder. 

He had to wait for orange head to 
make three short phone calls to Honey, 
Bunny, and Rhoda, in the single booth 
at the “Sweete Shoppe.” (Yes, it 1s always 
called the Sweete Shoppe.) He finally 
slid him out during a rapturous compli- 
ment to Rhoda. 

“Doesn't a burnt child fear the fire?” 

“I don’t know.” 

Derek disconnected the datnp ear of 
Rhoda and wiped the grease off the re- 
ceiver with his handkerchief, then dialed 
327. “Lo.” 

“Hello, is this Kappa Snappa Pappa?" 

“No, this is Alpha Snappa .. .” 

“Does Mary Finnegan live there?” 

“Whop” 

“Mary Finnegan.” 

“Jussa moment.” The phone swings 
against the wall. BANG .. . His father 
is lo-oh-dead ., . BANG . . . fresh with 
me...as far... BANG... as I can 
-.- creep... Austin-Healy ... BANG 

“Hello, who ts this?” 

“She's setting her hair.” 

“You tell her to get to the phone im- 
mediately. This is Professor Traherne, 
it’s about Rococco Sensibility!” BANG 
... Who's that? .. . one of them Italian 
Exchange Students ... BANG . . . must 
be mixed up with... BANG... TR 3 
but stingy ... BANG. 

“Hello, Derek?” (At a time like this, 
she’s natural.) 

“Pack your bag, we're going to elope.” 

“But my hair’ sup in pincurls and I 
hafta write a Sighque paper.” 

“Don’t you understand? I'm taking 
you all away from that. Put your head in 
a bag!” 

“But the housemother, and daddy!” 

“That's an idea.” 

“We'll tie her up.” 

“That's the girl, but just restrain her.” 
; When the roaring, mongrel exploded 
a ats driveway of Alpha Snappa 
Pappa, it beheld a mass hula of confu- 


<7 


mes, floated out the 


J oss the fetid pools of the 
caeaete “ph Oe aaah being hurled 
ae Sloe The swect singing go. 
yy cei were sweetly singing and 
crying. They were giving ap imprompw 
shower to the latest sister to, she thoughi, 
get married. A particularly sensuous crea- 
ture with warm amber hait was doing a + 
languid Charleston entirely within a 
softly undulating long pink cashmere ane 
sweater. She looked like a feverish nude 
descending a steep Staircase, Derek 
thought he saw fire on the filaments of 
her fuzzy electric outline. OOOEEE- 

AHH!” The disease was beginning to 


spread. ( 
Derek was ready to leave the car, climb 


the balcony where she performed, and aay 
put an end to her display, when Mary 
came out in her going-away outfit—a 
damp babushka, a plastic taincoat, Berm. VI 
uda shorts n’ sweater with matching 
wrinkles. She was dragging a duffle bag 
stenciled Sgt. Costanza, and decorated 
with a horribly scarred white nude, Sey- 
eral plastic bags, in which American wo- 
men or their undergarments are often 
hygenically sealed, trailed from the 
stuffed bag. Mrs. Bodilicki, twenty hands 
holding her Sylph-Form Girdle, broke ~ 
down into a Jake of “Angel Pat,” and 
mascara, but waved bravely as Mary 
trundled in, and he revved the furnace, 
and blasted off. ; ’ 
Derek picked up the counterpoint of 
fwo songs that the sweet singing sisters 
were singing as he swung from the drive 
way. On the top, a snappy parody of The 
Sweetheart of Sigma Chi, and on the bor 
tom Auld Lang Syne in the rhythm of a 
Sloth’s dying gasp. 
The Girl in my mind 
Shou-lllll-dddddddd 
With the big behind 
Awwww-lllll-dddddddd 
Has the nicest hmmm 
Ahhhhhhh-qwaaaaaaaay ‘ 
The ForMerChry fired out from under 
the Ivy Gate and bent onto the highway 
on two spoked wheels. : 
“Derr ree?” 
“Yes, Za Za." 
“We are going to get married, are 
we?” : 
“Every girl has the right to all 
Pages in the book.” 
“That’s no answer.” 
“Light me a cigar will you, an 
your skirt down. Do you want us | 
an accident?” 


The speedometer shot up to 
tongue-tickled his ear with 
“chacha;” then the acc 
to the floor with 
whisper—“CHA!” 


